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guess at more than half of it, but I know no remedy, I am forced to write very hurriedly while everybody is asleep: but never fear, I take untold pleasure in my vigil: for I cannot sleep as the others do, since I am unable to sleep as I would like, in your arms.
" I am going to bed now: to-morrow I will finish my letter: I have too many things to write you, and the night is too far advanced. Imagine my suffering: I am writing to you: I am talking to you of myself, and yet I must stop.
" I cannot refrain however from filling hastily the bit of paper that I have left. Curses on the madman who torments me so! but for him I might be talking to you of more agreeable things. He is not much changed: and yet he took a great deal of it. But his fetid breath almost overpowered me: for it is much worse than your cousin's: you can imagine that that is an additional reason for my not going near him: on the contrary, I get as far away as I possibly can, and sit on a chair at the foot of his bed.
" Let me see if I have forgotten anything:
" His father's messenger on the road:
" His examination of Joachim :
" The last of my household:
" The people who are with me:
" The purpose of my coming:
" Joseph:
*' The interview between him and myself:
" His desire to be agreeable to me and his repentance:
" Explanation of his letter,
" Livingston:
*' Ah! I forgot that. Yesterday Livingston said to me in an undertone at the supper table at Madame de that he drank to the health of I knew whom, and
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